
Wooing poore Craftfmen with the craft of finiles, 

And patient vuderbearing of his fortune. 

As twere to baniff their atfefts with him. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

Abrace of Draymen bid God fpeed him well, 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

With thanks my Countrey-men, my louing friends, 

As were our England in rcuariion his, 

And he our fubie&s next degree in hope. 

Greene. Well,he is gone,& with him go thefc thoughts* 
Now for tfie Rebels which Hand out in Ireland, 
Expedient mamjagemuft be made (my Liege) 

Ere further leyfure yeeld them further meancs 
For their aduantage, and your highneffe Ioffe. 

King. We willourfeifq in perfon to this Warrc, 

And for our Coffers, with too great a Court 
Andliberalllarges,are grownefomewhat light j 
Wee are inforft to farme our Roy all Realme, 

The reuenue whereof Ihall furnilh vs : 

For our affaires in hand, if that come'lbort, 

Our fubftitutes at home ihall haue blancke Charters, 
Whereto, when they ihall know what men are rich, 
They ihall fubferibe them for large fummes of Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our wants. 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter Bujhie with newest 

Bttjh . Old Iohtt of Gaunt is gricuous ficke, my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent port haft 
T o intreate your Maieftie to vilitc hurt. 

King. Where lies he? 

fiuft}' At £/y<fhoufe. 

King. Now put it (God ) into the Phifitions mind, 
To helpe him to his graue immediately: 

Thelyning ofhis Coffers ihall make coates, 
TodeckcourSouldicEsfor thefe Irift Warrcs, 

Come Gentlemen, lets all' goe vifitehim. 

Pray God we may make haft, and come too late : 
Amen, Exeunt, 

's’* E nltr 


Enter John of Gaunt ficke , with the Duke of Yorkc, &c. 

Gaunt. Will the King come, that I may breathmylaft, 

In holfome counfell to his vnftayed youth t 
Torke.Vsx not your fclfc, nor ftriue not with your breath 
For ail in vainc comes counfell to his earc. 

Gaunt. Oh, but they fay, the tongues of dying men, 
Inforcc attention like deepe harmonic : 

Where wordes arefcarce, they arefieldome fpent in vaifle. 
For they breath truth that breath their words in paine. 

He that no more mu ft fay, isliftenedmore 

Then they whom youth and eafe hath taught to glofe. 

More are mens ends markt,then their liues before : 

The fetting Sunne, and Muficke at the glofe. 

As thelaft tail of fweetes is fwceteft laft, 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long part. 
Though Richard my liues counfell would not heare, 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafe his eare. 

Torke. No, it is ftopt with other flattering founds,. 

As prayfes of his ftate : then there are found 
Lafciuious Meeters,to whole venom found 
The open eare of youth dothalwaicsliften. 

Report of faffions in proud A*/*?, 

Whofe manners ftill our tardy apilh nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation. 

Where doth the world thruft foorch a vanitic, 

So it be new, there’s norefpeft how vile, 

That is not quickly buzd into-his eares } 

Then all too late comes Counfell to be heard. 

Where Will doth mutinte with Wittes regard. 

Dircd not him whofe way himfelfe will choofc, 

T is breath thou lackft, and that breath thou wilt loole; 

Gaunt, Mee thinks I am a Prophet new infpird , 

And thus expiring, doe foretell of him ; 

His raff fierce blaze of riot cannot laft: 

For violent fi res foonc burne out themfelues, 

Small (bowers laft long, but fodaine ftormes are ffort s 
He tires betimes, that fpurs too fall betimes, 
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